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She has that loaf-of-bread quality. There’s a peaceful expression on her face. It's the 
happy contentment of someone who probably doesn’t bother about very much anymore. 


From “Flood Show” by Charles Baxter. Contained in the 
collection Believers Vintage, 1997 


First Off - Today's Schedule... 





9AM. Lecture - Patricia Hampl: “Elegance” @ The Little Theater 

10-12:30 Reading Period --('d advise you to get crackin’ on that workshop material) 

12:30 early lunch (today only) 

2-4 all workshops meet - see your packet cover for locations 

4:15 Reading: Josh Russell & Toi Derricote @ The Little Theater (check out the 
samples below) 

5:30 Cocktail Reception -West Lawn or behind the library — follow the clinking 
glasses. If you look remotely young, bring your I.D. 

6:30 Dinner 

8:15 Reading Richard Blanco & Robert Cohen @ The Little Theater (more 
samples below) 

9:30 Bread Loaf Slide Show @ the Little Theater 

10:30 Scholar Reading @ the Little Theater (see below) 


Welcome — This is a little rag we call The Crumb, filled with all sorts of useful and useless 
information and hot off the presses every day at Breakfast - almost like a real newspaper. 
Anyway, pick it up to figure out what is happening, ‘cause stuff has a way of changing from 
day to day. In fact, consider the Crumb the last word on locations and times of 
events. Don’t go whining to Carol if you missed something because it changed locales. The 
Crumb has all the answers. 


Waiter /Staff/Scholar Readings! As I’m sure you’ve heard, these are folks we were 
brought here for their talent — not their ability to wait tables or make a fine gin & tonic. The 
guy who always forgets your soup is actually a very fine poet. The scholat’s bios ate in your 
packet — these are writers about to break it wide-open. The rapid-fire reading style means 
lots o’ goodness in short little packages — and these readings are usually some of the most 
popular. **All these readings are in the Little Theater 


Scholar Readings: Thursday, August 17" (tonight): 10:30 PM 
Friday, August 18": 9:30 PM 


Staff Readings: Tuesday, August 22": 9:30 PM 
Thursday, August 24": 10:15 PM 





-If you have the pipes for it... The Bread Loaf Singers are getting together at 11AM @ 
The Little Theater TODAY. This year our leader is Christine Casson — and she encourages 
anyone to come along — especially tenors. 


-Don’t fear the technology, baby — Computer Orientation will be this morning 10-11AM 
and this afternoon 3:30-4:15 PM in the Apple Cellar led by our resident tech-boy Prashanth 
Srinivasan, who kindly set up Dr. Crumb’s sumptuous office in the library. He’s sharp. 
Computer Center hours are as follows: Mon-Fri. 8-12:30, 2-5, & 7:30-8:30. Sat/Sun 10- 
9PM. These are the hours that tech-boy will be available anyway. 


*Check out the presentations by Martha Rhodes, P. Elie (Fri. 18""), & Janet Silver (Sat. 19") — 
they'll give you a valuable “overview” of general information so that you can make your 
time with agents and editors more specific and valuable. 


Guests arriving on the mountain today: Carol Houck Smith & Ellen Bryant Voight 


These folks are reading soon — like today. A little sampling of the goodness: 


Toi Derricotte — “Not Forgotten” from her collection: Tender 


I love the way the black ants use their dead. 

They carry them off like warriors on their steel 

backs. They spend hours struggling, lifting, 

dragging (it is not grisly as it would be for us, 

to carry them back to be eaten), 

so that every part will be of service. I think of 

my husband at his father’s grave— 

the grass had closed 

over the headstone, and the name had disappeared. He took out 
his pocket knife and cut the grass away, he swept it 

with his handkerchief to make it clear. “Is this the way 

we'll be forgotten?” And he bent down over the grave and wept. 





Josh Russell — from his novel Yellow Jack 


I spent my first night in New Orleans hiding in a looted tobacconist’s. In 
the dark I was seized with the belief that I was to be sacrificed as part of 
the festival, my corpse used to fuel the reeking fires. In the hours before 
dawn I reminded myself of the coat’s contents—the hammer I’d used in 
Daguerre’s studio, squares of copper plated with silver, a snuff box of 
iodine, mercury shuddering in a vial, and lens plump as a swollen coin. I 
fingered the talismans, eyes closed so tightly that Paris lit inside my head 
like a scene inside one of Daguerre’s dioramas. 





Richard Blanco — excerpted from his poem “Mother Picking Produce” 
from his book City of a Hundred Fires 


This is how she survives death and her son, 

on these humble duties that will never change, 
on those habits of living which keep a life a life. 
She holds up red grapes to ask me what I think, 
and what I think is this, a new poem about her — 


the grapes look like dusty rubies in her hands, 


what I say is this: they look sweet, very sweet. 


Robert Cohen — from his novel Inspired Sleep 


Things were backing up on her. Closing in. Her gaze swept over the padded room- the pale, 
perforated ceiling, the dangling ropes, the blue wrestling mats against which she seemed 
forever pinned. Life is containment, she thought. Its most vivid events were only a play of 
mind, nervous and persistent, like the flutter of a starling, or the fitful industries of a magpie, 
adorning its cage. Now wonder she craved transport. But where to? Her life was a sunken 


temple. The doors were swamped in sand, the windows of sleep were shuttered tight. It 
was not just some rogue mood that had overtaken her but an absence of mood: a crusted 
ring left around the body when the waters of dreams were drained. 
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She has that loaf-of-bread quality. There’s a peaceful expression on her face. It’s the 
happy contentment of someone who probably doesn’t bother about very much anymore. 


From “Flood Show” by Charles Baxter. Contained in the 
collection Believers Vintage, 1997 


First Off - Today's Schedule... 


9AM. Lecture - Patricia Hampl: “Elegance” @ The Little Theater 

10-12:30 Reading Period --(’d advise you to get crackin’ on that workshop material) 

12:30 early lunch (today only) 

2-4 all workshops meet - see your packet cover for locations 

4:15 Reading: Josh Russell & Toi Derricote @ The Little Theater (check out the 
samples below) 

5:30 Cocktail Reception -West Lawn or behind the library — follow the clinking 
glasses. If you look remotely young, bring your I.D. 

6:30 Dinner 

8:15 Reading Richard Blanco & Robert Cohen @ The Little Theater (more 
samples below) 

9-20 Bread Loaf Slide Show @ the Little Theater 

10:30 Scholar Reading @ the Little Theater (see below) 


Welcome — This is a little rag we call The Crumb, filled with all sorts of useful and useless 
information and hot off the presses every day at Breakfast - almost like a real newspaper. 
Anyway, pick it up to figure out what is happening, ‘cause stuff has a way of changing from 
day to day. In fact, consider the Crumb the last word on locations and times of 
events. Don’t go whining to Carol if you missed something because it changed locales. The 
Crumb has all the answers. 


Waiter/Staff/Scholar Readings! As I’m sure you’ve heard, these are folks we were 
brought here for their talent — not their ability to wait tables or make a fine gin & tonic. The 
guy who always forgets your soup is actually a very fine poet. The scholar’s bios are in your 
packet — these are writers about to break it wide-open. The rapid-fire reading style means 
lots 0’ goodness in short little packages — and these readings are usually some of the most 
popular. **All these readings are in the Little Theater 


Scholar Readings: Thursday, August 17" (tonight): 10:30 PM 
Friday, August 18": 9:30 PM 


Staff Readings: Tuesday, August 22"4. 9:30 PM 
Thursday, August 24": 10:15 PM 





Waiter Readings: Monday, August 21“: 10:15 PM 
Wednesday, August 23: 10:15 PM 


a -Submit: The Crumb Doctor doesn’t want to do this alone. Please submit any Sn 
~————. 5 doodlings, cartoons, funny anecdotal stuff, overheard quotes, announcements, tin ee 
whatever to the Crumb. I need ideas too. I haven’t had an original thought in ten years. 
Besides, it’s an easy pub. Of course, use common sense. We have to keep this puppy under 
a few pages, so no manifestos or anything really longer than a line or two. No poems or 
stories or any self-agerandizing material. There is a box outside the office (in the Inn) 
waiting for your submissions. See below. 





-Heip me/ help you help me: I like to sleep too. Please submit all Crumb material by 4PM 
the day preceding. Otherwise it won’t make it in. 





-If you got a real beef — or if you just want to compliment his poetry and boyish good looks, 
office hours for Michael Collier will be 12:30-1pm daily. Or check out Devon Jersild 
10:30-11:30 daily. 


-Don’t start a ruckus — sure it’s fun to get sauced and bark at the moon. But bring it down 
a notch after midnight or move those parties to the BARN. It’s open all night and has 
all the modern conveniences. Michael Collier has officially laid down the noise curfew at 
1AM. Noise carries all the way to New Hampshire in these mountains. Don’t let the 
loudmouth soup get you on the bad side of sleeping loafers — or the social staff thug crew 
will have to start doling out “Bread Loaf beat downs.” Theyre small but wiry. 


-Overheard at the Social Staff Table: 

“You were making the drinks stronger tonight.” 

“I think the extra ingredient is love.” 
-Overheard at breakfast: 

“I think it’s a good idea never to drink a container of anything larger than your 
head.” 








-Faculty — drop off your excerpt for Crumb publication in the box in the Inn ASAP. 
Otherwise I make stuff up and attribute it to you. Remember that all humor is at someone’s 
expense. Or you might just get nada. | 


-When those Little Theater Chairs get your glutes in a wad — or maybe all that heavy 
manuscript lifting: Pat Schmitter — A Nationally Certified Massage Therapist — will be 
working the magic on the Bread Loaf Campus Monday, Tuesday, and Thursday afternoons. 
The massage therapy sessions consist of a combination Swedish massage (hmmm...), foot 
reflexology and acupressure. The fee for a half-hour session is $35 and $55 for an hour. A 
sign up sheet is posted near the door of the Cornwall Clinic — so limp your twisted body 
down there if you need some kneading. No word on “tipping” but Dr. Crumb (in his 
professional opinion) thinks it unlikely. 





-If you have the pipes for it... The Bread Loaf Singers are getting together at 11AM @ 
The Little Theater TODAY. This year our leader is Christine Casson — and she encourages 


anyone to come along — especially tenors. 


-Don’t fear the technology, baby - Computer Orientation will be this morning 10-11AM 
and this afternoon 3:30-4:15 PM in the Apple Cellar led by our resident tech-boy Prashanth 
Srinivasan, who kindly set up Dr. Crumb’s sumptuous office in the library. He’s sharp. 
Computer Center hours are as follows: Mon-Fri. 8-12:30, 2-5, & 7:30-8:30. Sat/Sun 10- 
9PM. These are the hours that tech-boy will be available anyway. 


*Check out the presentations by Martha Rhodes, P. Elie (Fri. 18"), & Janet Silver (Sat. 19") = 
they’ll give you a valuable “overview” of general information so that you can make your 
time with agents and editors more specific and valuable. 


Guests arriving on the mountain today: Carol Houck Smith & Ellen Bryant Voight 


These folks are reading soon — like today. A little sampling of the goodness: 


Toi Derricotte — “Not Forgotten” from her collection: Tender 
fo) 


I love the way the black ants use their dead. 

They carry them off like warriors on their steel 

backs. They spend hours struggling, lifting, 

dragging (it is not grisly as it would be for us, 

to carry them back to be eaten), 

so that every part will be of service. I think of 

my husband at his father’s grave— 

the grass had closed 

over the headstone, and the name had disappeared. He took out 
his pocket knife and cut the grass away, he swept it 

with his handkerchief to make it clear. “Is this the way 

we'll be forgotten?” And he bent down over the grave and wept. 





Josh Russell — from his novel Yellow Jack 


I spent my first night in New Orleans hiding in a looted tobacconist’s. In 
the dark I was seized with the belief that I was to be sacrificed as part of 
the festival, my corpse used to fuel the reeking fires. In the hours before 
dawn I reminded myself of the coat’s contents-the hammer I’d used in 
Daguerre’s studio, squares of copper plated with silver, a snuff box of 
iodine, mercury shuddering in a vial, and lens plump as a swollen coin. I 
fingered the talismans, eyes closed so tightly that Paris lit inside my head 
like a scene inside one of Daguerre’s dioramas. 





Richard Blanco — excerpted from his poem “Mother Picking Produce” 
from his book City of a Hundred Fires 


This is how she survives death and her son, 

on these humble duties that will never change, 
on those habits of living which keep a life a life. 
She holds up red grapes to ask me what I think, 
and what I think is this, a new poem about her — 


the grapes look like dusty rubies in her hands, 


what I say is this: they look sweet, very sweet. 


Robert Cohen — from his novel Inspired Sleep 


Things were backing up on her. Closing in. Her gaze swept over the padded room— the pale, 
perforated ceiling, the dangling ropes, the blue wrestling mats against which she seemed 
forever pinned. Life is containment, she thought. Its most vivid events were only a play of 
mind, nervous and persistent, like the flutter of a starling, or the fitful industries of a magpie, 
adorning its cage. Now wonder she craved transport. But where to? Her life was a sunken 


temple. The doors were swamped in sand, the windows of sleep were shuttered tight. It 
was not just some rogue mood that had overtaken her but an absence of mood: a crusted 
ring left around the body when the waters of dreams were drained. 
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Crumble, Crumble.. > 


August — the new millenium. Friday the 18". 2000 
Ed. Matt Bondurant & and Beefeaters around the world 





Chock full of goodies today... 


9-10 AM — Lecture: C. Baxter: “Careers, White Whales, and the Congested Subtext” A 
handout from J.F. Powers is available to coincide with the lecture. 
10:10-12:10 — Workshops: Poetry and Non-Fiction 
2:30-3:30 PM —M. Rhodes on Poetry Publishing. P. Elie on Non-Fiction Publishing 
4:15PM — Reading: Terrance Hayes & Helen Shulman 
5:30PM --Faculty/Staff/Fellow/Scholar group photos at Treman (with 
lubrication provided) 
—R. Wolff on Fence. 
-- Jill Bialosky & Helen Shulman on Anthologies (see below). 
-- Film Showing: Badlands AND Film — Library 2! Floor (see below) 
— Reading: Joel Brouwer & Susan Richards Shreve 
-- Scholar Reading — Little Theater 
— Film: The Comformist @ Little Theatre 


-Either you’ve got ‘em or you are one — wrote a little book about it; here’s how it goes: 
Today at 5:30 in the Little Theater Jill Bialosky, the author of a book of poetry The End of 
Desire and editor at W.W. Norton will be joining Helen Schulman in a discussion about how 
they proposed, sold, assembled and edited their anthology Wanting a Child! Twenty- 
two Writers On Their Difficult But Mostly Successful Quests For Parenthood In A 
High-Tech Age. 


-Film Notes: 5:30 showing 
Badlands (1973,95’) Directed by Terrence Malik (Days of Heaven, The Thin Red 
Line) with Martin Sheen, Sissy Spacek. 
Film (20°, 1966) Written by Samuel Beckett and directed by Alan Schneider, starring 
Buster Keaton. Beckett’s only film venture, which is almost completely silent. 
9:30 Showing 
The Conformist (1969, 108’) Written and directed by Bernardo Bertolucci (Last 
Emperor, Stealing Beauty, Sheltering Sky, 1900) In Italian with English subtitles. 


e Note: All reading and lectures listed are to be held in the Little Theater unless otherwise 
noted. I can see you all there already, waiting. i 


-Attn: Peter Turchi’s workshop — Your group will meet on Friday, August 18" from 2- 
4pm in Barn 3. 


-For those of you going through civilization withdrawal — 2 copies of the New York Times 
will be on reserve for reading in the library each day after 11AM. These are the only extra 





copies of the Tzmes that will be available on campus, contrary to the notice in the 1“ issue of 
the Crumb (Don’t look at me). 


-SUB! - Esmond Harmsworth is unable to attend the conference due to a family 
emergency. His colleagure, LANE ZACHARY, will be meeting with writers on his 
behalf. Lane Zachary has worked in publishing for fifteen years. She worked for many 
years as an editor for Random House, and then became an agent at the Palmer & Dodge 
Agency before co-founding Zachary Shuster Harmsworth. She’s legit. 


Overheard over cocktails: “You know the old publishing adage — nothing sells books like 
Guinea Pig ass.” 
Overheard somewhere (my guess is cocktails again): 
“I can’t really attend that lecture right now. I’m...in a poetic state.” 
“Really? Pm in the state of Vermont.” 
“It’s okay. We all get a little bit overcast from time to time.” 





The Rabbi and the Poet or: Shabbat at Bread Loaf? 

David Regenspan would like to hold a brief Jewish Sabbath service tonight at 7:30 
in Barn 1. We need at least 10 Jewish women or men for the required quorum (minyan). No 
knowledge of Hebrew or the service is needed! Just your presence. Those of other faiths 
are very welcome as guests. 

Since David is saying kaddish for his mother, which can only be done with a minyan, 
your participation would be a real “mitzvah.” A signup sheet is by the dining hall door. 
Please sign up so that David can know if there is interest. Shabbat shalom, Sabbath peace! 
—D.R. 


-From the anti-redundancy department: If you've signed up for a meeting with Amy 

Holman, you MUST attend the presentation in your genre (ie. the Rhodes, Elie, & Silver 
presentations I mentioned yesterday). Otherwise you will repeat the same ol’ questions to 
her. Help us all make this thing more interesting and get the background knowledge first. 


-Blue Parlor Readings are coming. No, we don’t mean “blue” material; the room is 
actually called that. Actually, something a little saucy is always welcome here on the 
mountain. For those who would like to read their work among a small group of friends (or 
strangers too), the Blue Parlor is now available at 5:30 and 10:30 most days. There are 
sign-up sheets on the bulletin boards outside the office. Suggested time limit is 4 minutes — 
with an appointed time keeper. 


-Coming Soon: stay tuned for details. 
-The Cramp run/walk race on Monday — start training now or Dr. Crumb himself 
will humiliate you with his phenomenal athletic prowess. 
-Touch Football & Softball — Poet’s vs. Fiction. Nonfiction'types can umpire. 
-The Crumb Survivor Issue. Someone is getting voted off the mountain... 


| -Somebody better start contributing some art or I’m going to start xeroxing body parts. I’ve seen 
some youngsters running around — if you own those tykes give them pen and paper and Jr. gets his 
first pub at the tender age of twelve! Think of their career! Doodles, automatic writing, coffee stains | 


E anything. 





A sampling of today’s readers: 


Susan Richards Shreve - from Plum © Jaggers 


Sam McWilliams was the only member of Plum & Jaggers who remembered the afternoon of June 11 when the 
first two cars of the Espresso from Milan to Rome exploded, killing everyone on board except for a four-year- 
old French boy and a conductor. Sam remembered exactly. He was seven years old, eight in November. Julia 
was too young for memory, sleeping in Sam’s arms, where their mother had put her when she left. 

“You take Julia, shoofly, and Pll go help your father get lunch.” 

I would like tea,” Charlotte said, looking up from her book. 

“And four cookies.” 

“Td like a chocolate milk shake,” Oliver had said. 

“There are no chocolate milk shakes in Italy,” their father had said. 

“I want one anyway,” Oliver said pleasantly. 

“Then I'll bring one,” their father said. 

Had he returned with a late lunch, he might have brought tea instead, or milk, or mineral water. 

“Here’s your chocolate shake, Oliver,” he would have said. 


“Bicycle” by Joel Brouwer 


Papa promised: If you behave during this war, help Mama haul water and stay away from tanks, you'll have 
a present. I was good. I kept my hair and blisters in a jar and knit them into mittens for our 
neighbors. I stewed dud grenades so well my brother guessed venison. I grew huge rifles in 
our garden. I kicked gold from dead mouths to buy Mama oranges from the market. I bled 
freely, grinning like a saint. And after the war Papa carried home a blue bicycle with no 
wheels. Perfect! I had given my legs to the General. 


“ODE TO BALTHUS” by Terrance Hayes 


Old dirty, dirty. Old dirty, dirty handful of skin & motion. 
There is a girl in white and girl in green & red and girl in nothing 
And each is walking away. Handful of crimson ribbon 

Pulled from hair tangled like rain around a girl’s face. 

Handful of blood & bliss and the pain of blood & bliss. 

How long before their fingers curl into questions 

Deadly as the scorpion’s tail? The studio filled with a virgin’s 
Ruined smell. Old dirty, dirty handful of light & space. 

Girl sprawled on a couch, a girl on a horse, girl in a mirror. 

The orchid’s tender stem in a hipped-shaped vase. 


Nese y 





Helen Shulman — from P.S. 


It had been a long time between drinks of water for Louise Brown. It was an early spring outside her 
office window, andif she craned her neck between the stacks of applications and the stacks of folders 
that hemmed her windowsill, she could see that beyond her little cubicle the world was full of boys. 

Shaggy boys with bandannas leapt through the air like eager golden retrievers to catch a Frisbee 
with an open jaw of a palm. There were boys without their shirts on. Boys smoking pot and boys 
flirting and hundreds of boys, it seemed, leaning into hundreds of lank, skinny girls, with lank, skinny 
hair, in land skinny skirts; all these couples hanging out on the great, grand limestone steps of the 
central library of the university. They were half Louise’s age, the boys were, and they all looked like 
they were getting plenty. What had happened to her life? 
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Vol. 75 No. 4 — Saturday August 19" 
ZUT ALORS! 





9AM — Lecture: Michael Palmer: “Form’s Mind: Some Thoughts Along the Way” Reflections 
on the nature of poetic form, formalising and the varieties of contemporary practice. La Petite Theatre’ 
10-12:30 — Fiction Workshops 
2-4 — Janet Silver on Prose Publishing (see below) 
4:15 — Reading: E. Schappell & Linda Gregerson (L. Theater) 
5:30 — Repeat Film Screening: The Conformist (2°? Floor of Library) 
8:15 — Reading: Catherine Bush and Y. Komunyakaa (L. Theater) 
9:30 — 75* Anniversary Toast & Cake in that massive tent that magically arose in the dead 
of night in the field by the parking lot. Creepy. 


-This one should be a no-brainer: Janet Silver will be giving a preliminary talk on Prose A 
publishing from 2-4 today in The Little Theater. She is the vice president and editor-in- 
chief at Houghton Mifflin. Need I go on? Ok. She oversees the adult hardcover and 
paperback lists at Houghton Mifflin, including Mariner Books. She also acquires titles for 
the list. Among the authors she works with are Tim O’Brien, Robert Stone, Anita Desai, 
John Edgar Wideman and Jhumpa Lahiri. Ifyou are meeting with an editor or agent you really ought 
to check this out first. 


-There’s this old tradition, blah blah blah Crumb. It’s time for the first installment of the 
annual really short short story contest. Here’s the rules: 75 words or less only and you 
must include the words “Vermont Cheddar” somewhere. Drop off submissions in the 
Crumb box and Dr. Crumb and his crack staff in their inimitable wisdom will select a brief 
bit of true genius from the teeming throng. 


The Blue Light is on: There’s still more room in today’s 5:30 Blue Parlor Reading — 
come down and try out your stuff with your peers or just listen in. It’s BYOB for anyone 
who attends so pack a cocktail or two if you like. Two of the other eight remaining readings 
have almost filled up, one for short fiction only. If you want to hold a poetry slam, or some 
other kind of specialty event, the Blue Crew is up for it, so feel free. 

Special Blue Parlor event: Short Short Fiction — 3 pages or less only (about six 
minutes). Aug 24" Thursday at 10PM — check out the board to sée if spots are still 


available. 


PHC fans? Those interested in learning more about audio theatre (i.e. contemporary “radio 
drama”) please read the notice and sign up on the bulletin board next to the Dining 
Room. 
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- Dr. Crumb received a query about the possibility of a soccer game instead of/as well as 
touch football. Normally the Doctor likes to use his hands, but he has the foot skills as well, 
so sure — soccer sounds fine. But it ain’t up to me — I just disseminate the info. Come up 
with a time and place and PII broadcast. Yesterday we had an informal football game — Dr. 
Crumb, a few waiters, and the Russian contingent from the kitchen staff. The Ruskies had 


hands like cinder blocks but made up for it with an impressive display of forward laterals and 
random punting. The subtleties of the game didn’t concern them much. 


- A couple social notes to be aware of — I’ve heard a nasty rumor that the liquor store in 
town will be closed from the 20" to the 24". May want to stock up today. Also, a little 
bird (or giant moth) told me there may be a waiter bonfire coming soon as well. At present 
the location is unknown. Look for the orange glow on the horizon. 


Overheard at the waiter party: “So why did they used to call this place Bed Loaf?” 
“Used to?” 


C’est Incroyable! Sometimes the Crumb Doctor gets cornfused, dagnabit. Amy 
Holman has her own set of preliminary talks that you must attend if you are 
meeting with her. These are not to be confused with the overview sessions by Rhodes, 
Elie, and Silver. Also, Amy Holman asks that you please bring a small sample of your 
work and the name of 2 published writers whose work is something like your own 
*Amy Holman’s Fiction session: Sunday the 20" 10:10-11:10 @ Little Theater 
*Amy Holman’s Poetry and Nonfiction session: Monday 21* 2:30-3:30 @ Little Theater 


AAAAAHAPPY BIRTHDAY^^^^^A^HAPPY BIRTHDAY%*%“%“4%%%% to us. 

The big toast and cake deal happens tonight — so if you have some snappy duds I suggest 
you whip them out. As mentioned before, this is the “diamond” anniversary — so if you got 
some ice to display, strap it on and flaunt it. 
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-Writers’ Cramp Race is happening on Monday — 10AM at the driveway — between Annex 
and Cherry. The Doctor’s training regimen of gin and Camels is starting to pay off sweetly. 


---She’s Crafty — and she’s just my type: As noted on the sign-up sheet, SOME, not all, craft 
classes will have handouts available in advance of the class. You may pick these up at 
the Little Dutch Door Copy Center (office). If the sign-up sheet does not indicate a 
handout, there is NO handout. 

---Craft Classes appearing soon — Sunday Aug. 20" (check the sign-up sheets for 
availability and check your packets for descriptions) These are all Fiction by the way: Robert 
Cohen -Barn 1, Heidi Julavits -Barn 2, Antonya Nelson —Barn D 


Bring on the Goodness: 
Catherine Bush — from Ruks of Engagement 


I study war. I’m a researcher, a theorist, an associate director at the Centre. I have a degree 
in War Studies, and I like the baldness of that. Not Defense Studies or Conflict Studies or 
Peace and Conflict Studies. No one declares war anymore, some eminent analysts say. The 
concept of wat is outmoded. But I don’t see the point in talking around what we are really 
talking about when we are really talking about war. 

A few people, men especially, still appear shocked when they find out what I do — not so 
much because I’m a woman, I assume, but because of the way I look. Because I like to wear 
long, clingy skirts and dark red lipstick and in my boots with heels I stand as tall as they do. 
If I let loose my hair, it would fall halfway down my back. 


Linda Gregerson — excerpted from “Good News” 
from her collection The Woman Who Died in Her Sleep 


Having learned from a well-meaning neighbor 
that death 
will not have her if Jesus 


does first, my three-year-old daughter 
is scouring 
the visible world for a sign. 


The other she's found in abundance — 
death on her 
dinnerplate, death in the grass — 


and drawing just conclusions is beside herself 
with fear. 





Elissa Schappell — from “Novice Bitch” 


“Want a treat?” my mother asks, but before I can even open my mouth, Sunny slips a hot-dog- 
shaped dog yummie between her teeth, bends down, and scoops Waffles up off the kitchen floor. 
Waffles obediently bites down on the tiny weenie and for a second, nose to nose, they kiss. 

“Well, that is completely revolting,” I say. 

My mother raises an eyebrow, and I wait for her to share some inane dog factoid with me, 
like how a dog’s mouth is cleaner than a human’s, but she doesn’t, instead she sighs. Sunny is the 
wounded mother persecuted by a selfish ungrateful daughter. Mildred Pierce of Park Avenue. 

“Dogs are easy. They listen, Mary Beth. They respond to kindness,” my mother says, 
stroking Waffles as she peruses the day’s schedule for the Westminster Dog Show. My mother is 
such a drama queen. 

“Poor Sunny,” I say. “How do you ever stand it?” 
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Carol's Crumb 


Vol. 75 No. 5 
In honor of Carol Knauss — the true “flour” of Bread Loa 


Heads Up: Sunder, Peudast 20 


9AM - Lecture: David Huddle: My Friend Late At Night - L. Theater 
10-12:30 Poetry and Nonfiction workshops 
10:10 - A. Holman on Fiction @ L. Theater (if you are meeting with her you 
gotta go) Poetry/ Nonfiction tomorrow 
2-4 — Craft Classes: Fiction - Nelson, Cohen, Julavits 
4- Anniversary Reading - special guests and heavy hitters pay homage Nancy We (la cd 
to this great institution - not to be missed. —7 Paul Mariani 

5:30 - Anniversary Reception - break out the fancy duds under the Big Top M. llie 
6:30 - Anniversary Dinner i 
8:15 - Julia Alvarez Talk & Slide Show @ L. Theater - the award winning 

author of the stunning novel In the Time of Butterflies and many other 

books gives a special talk - Dr. Crumb highly recommends this event. 
9:30 - Dance - The Barn. Trip the Light Fantastic with your favorite writer. 

Film Showing: Badlands and Film - L. Theater 


-Anyone who would like a ride to NYC on Wednesday morning should contact 
Helen Schulman by putting a note in her mailbox. 


*If you want the proof: Anyone wishing to order a workshop photo must turn 
in an order form and money by 9AM on Monday, Aug. 215. 


Oh those crafty classes: 
All Slated for Tuesday August 22"4 at 2:30 PM(better sign up ASAP/ today): 


Fiction: Catherine Bush: Fiction in Motion - Barn 1 
Amanda Davis: Plunging in: Fictional Beginnings - Barn 2 
Robert Clark Young: The Novelist in the Igloo: Crafting Cold Uncertainty 
into a Page-Turner - Barn 3 a 
NonFiction: Kevin Oderman: What Happened: Truth in the Personal Essay - Barn 4 
Poetry: Joel Brouwer: News that Stays News - Barn 5 
Toi Derricotte: Transforming Buried Memory/Rethinking Craft - Barn 6 
Linda Gregerson: Reviving the Sonnet - Barn West 


-More Crafty Craft news - Joel Brouwer’s craft class was moved from the 26" to 
the 234 (Wed.) so those who want to sign-up should look for the sheet on the 
PANES, i 
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- Yeah, I know it’s lousy TV and an alarming exhibition of our decaying civility and 
perhaps the death knell of imaginative art, but - The Survivor Edition is Coming.... 
Submit your nominations for who gets voted off the mountain and who has to stay — 
nothing mean spirited here folks, only funny and endearing stuff gets ink. Or if it is so 
damn funny | can’t resist. 


*Ah, the foliage, the fauna, the blood-sucking chiggers: Christopher Merrill will be 
leading his famous hikes on Tues. the 22" and Wed. the 23". This is a Renaissance tour 
folks, as these hikes will “combine naturalism, a discussion of exemplary poems and essays 
rooted in observations of the natural world, and exercises designed to enhance the students’ 
ability to attend to their surroundings (pause) and write about them with vigor.” 

Both hikes will leave from the font of the Inn at 9:30 Am and return in the early 
afternoon. A bag lunch will be provided. The hikes will be about 3-4 miles (round-trip) and 
are “rated mildly strenuous.” (by whom?) Bring paper, pen and binoculars if you have them. 
Both of these hikes are limited to 15 people only so sign up quick and you too can learn to 
think like Leonardo DaVinci. 





- Carlin Romano, the literary critic of the The Philedelphia Inquirer, and a 
former president of the National Book Critics Circle, is here through Monday 
writing an article about Bread Laof and the 75 Anniversary. He’d especially 
like to link up with writers here from the Philadelphia/South Jersey/North 
Delaware area. Leave hima message if you're available to speak with him and 
he'll get in touch. 


-“With ——- the size of Texas” If you want to make the cut for The Texas Falls trip, sign 
up sheets are at the front desk 36 hours before the event. Figure out the math. Trips are 
limited to 20 people only - so keep it to yourself. 

1st Trip: Tuesday Aug. 2274 

2nd Trip: Wednesday Aug. 234 

-These outings depart from the Inn at 10Am and return at 2PM - bag lunches will be 
provided. 


The annual gag-n-wheeze fest is on: The Writer’s Cramp Race will be happening 
Monday morning at 9:45 AM. Race starts at 10. Runners and walkers welcome. 

Awards include bookstore gift certificates. So after a long night of exhaustive dancing 
and excessive amounts of booze - you'll have a chance to hurl your guts in the beautiful 
green hills of Vermont. Who schedules this stuff anyway? Latest word is that the race is 
2.8 miles and starting place is the driveway between Cherry and Annex. Dr. Crumb 
hopes to cough up only one lung. Rumor has it that the defending champion and record 
holder is back this year - only known to our sources as “mountain boy.” Oooooh baby. 
The Crumb Doctor is in session and looking forward to sending this kid back to 
whatever backwater hut he crawled out of with hearty helping of humble pie. 


The Overheard Section: 


A conversation in town: “You just visiting?” 
“Yeah, I’m at a conference.” 
“Writing?” 
“Yeah.” 
“So you're a Frosty.” 
“A Frosty?” 
“Yeah, a Frosty. That’s what we locals call you guys.” 


Overheard in Baxter's workshop: “Could you pull a little taffy for us on the 
Uncle Charlie Principle?” 


Overheard at Lunch: “In New York all the waiters want to be writers, her all the 
writers want to be waiters.” , 


1” 


“Overheard” in the Dining Hall: “These Waiters are superlative 
“Indeed! Perhaps we should not linger here beyond the dining hour.” 
“I concur, mon cheri! Let us move expeditiously to the next most 
excellent lecture or reading so that these fine waiters will have time to 
attend as well!” 





Overheard at social table at dinner: “The problem with the dance tomorrow is that 
someone is going to have to slamdance with Michael Collier.” 





Also overheard at dinner: “Td like to get a salad but I’m too drunk to get up.” 


Overheard in a Fiction Workshop: “It’s so obvious when you have a man and a woman 
in a barn...” 
“What exactly are you intimating?” 
“Well, at least it seems obvious to me...” 





LOAF KITTY! Can it be true? Can he recapture his lost love and his deserved artistic 
recognition? 
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YE OLDE CRUMBE | 


Vol. 75 No.5 Monday, August 21" 2000 
Ah! Think ye know, sir, the ways of this world? Madness, I say! It is but idiot’s folly and dreams. All the rest, 
sir, is but food for the ancient fears. 





Hearken Ye: It’s a break day! No workshops! But, lots of other stuff: 


9AM— Panel on Film Scenes (see below) 
10 - Cramp Race — meet at the driveway 
12:30 -- Picnic at Frost Farm (see below) 
2-4 — Amy Holman on Poetry/Nonfiction @ L. Theater 
4:15— Guest Reading: Louise Gluck (see below) @ L. Theater 
5:330— Jodee Rubins: New England Review @ Barn 1 
Reetika Vazirani: 1* Book Contests @ Barn 2 
8:15— Reading: Barry Lopez & Patricia Hampl 
9:30— Coffee Reception in the Barn 


*Don’t we all know it — A Panel Discussion: “A Film Scene I Wish I Had Written” 
Examples from Badlands, Film, and The Conformist will be shown and discussed by the 
panelists: Charles Baxter, Helen Schulman, Michael Palmer, Theresa Connelly (writer- 
director, Polish Wedding), & Ted Perry. 


*Frosty Farmingham — the annual picnic at Frost Farm today is still on — weather 
permitting. Vans will be in front of the Inn starting at about 12:30 to transport you if you 
don’t feel like making the approx. 1 & '/2 mile hike down the road. Dress warm and casual 
please. If you would like to bring a poem to read aloud — please do. It doesn’t have to be a 
Frost poem and no epics obviously. 


*Just don’t ask why they call them “Texas Falls” — Check the sign up sheets at the front 
desk to see if any spots are left for the outings on Tuesday the 22" or Wednesday the 23". 
The van leaves at 10AM and returns at 2PM. 


Tonight at 10:15 PM is the first installment of the notorious and world-famous 
waiter reading — a tradition of the first order at Bread Loaf. They were brought here for 
their talent first and foremost — and this is some of the best young and emerging talent 
available today. Employing the rapid-fire tactic (and they really stay under 4 min. each, I 
mean really — unlike some SCHOLARS we know...) this reading will provide the most bang 
for your buck. Sure, they can’t get you a hot cup of decaf to save their life, but these kids 
can put some words together! 


*I can’t figure out how to do an umlaut on this thing — so just imagine two little dots 
above the ‘u’ in her last name: Louise Gluck is the author of several collections of poetry, 
including Vita Nova, Meadowlands, The First Four Books, and Proofs and Theories (essays). 
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*Avast there, me hearties! As Requested — Blue Parlor lineups: 

Reading Monday, Aug. 21 at 10:30 PM: Speed Weed, Matthew Dillon, Heather M., J.E. 
Robinson, Matthew Cheney, Nathan Long, Thom Didato, Jon Roth, Jim Zervanos, & 
Devon Jackson. Spots are filling up so sign up soon. 


*Stop the madness! the Vermont Cheddar Short Short Story contest is stacking up Dr. 
Crumbs already litter-strewn office with submissions. Today’s the last day to submit. 
Several have already piqued the Crumbs interest and PII start printing the top finishers 
tomorrow. At this time please turn your energies to the Survivor Issue submissions — 
short bits (no more than 20 or so words)on who should be voted off the mountain and who 
has to stay. Witty, biting, or endearing. 
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Barry Lopez — from “Emory Bear Hands’ Birds” in Light Action in the Caribbean to be 
published in November 2000 by Knopf. 


My name is Julio Sangremano. I was at the federal prison at Estamos, California, when the 
incident of the birds occurred, serving three to five for computer service theft, first offense. 
This story has been told many times, mostly by people who were not there that day, or by 
people who have issues about corruption in the prison system or class politics being behind 
the war on drugs, and so on. The well-known Mr. William Hanover of the Aryan 
Brotherhood, he was there, and also the person we called Judy Hendrix; but they sold their 
stories, so there you’re talking about what people want to buy. 





Patricia Hampl — from Virgin Time 


Departing was always difficult. Every morning I had the same regretful sensation: Why are 
we leaving, this place is perfect, let’s stay. I was sure I would never again be able to find any of these 
little towns we had reached by walking through fields and forests, off any clear path much of the 
time, occasionally sharing our way with a meditative cow, but often only with bright poppies. In the 
distance, each hill town seemed to slip down from the top of its peak in a drift of medieval stone like 
snow caught in pink sunlight capping a mountain. 

As we left each town, it seemed to resorb into the mist of the region, and return to its 
medieval existence, lost in golden haze as if in a prayer. Absurd, of course: we were always near the 
autostrada where the maniacs careened around hairpin turns, taunting one another, tailgating within a 
millimeter. Still, it seemed that the roads we traveled were strangely carless. 

Walking can do that: put on foot in front of the other, day after day, moving across a 
landscape away from the main thoroughfares, and it doesn’t fell like travel; it feels like history. 


*Make mine a Tall Double-Half Craft Decaf: Craft Classes meeting Wed. Aug. 23 @ 
2:30PM - meaning you should look to sign up Today - will occur as follows barring 
bizarre happenstance or inverse kismet of some unknown quantity: 

Fiction: David Huddle — Barn 1, Randall Kenan — Barn 2, Susan Shreve — Barn 3, 
Nonfiction: Don Mitchell — Barn 4 

Poetry: Barbara Ras — Barn 6, Joel Brouwer — (vilanelle) Barn 2 


e Someone left a pair of those cool little New-York-Arty-Chick-Style glasses by the 
side of the barn last night. Some of us are wondering what else was left there... or perhaps 
what was achieved? Check at the front desk to claim them. Naughty, naughty girl. 


*More flora and fauna if you aren’t sick of it already — Christopher Merrill’s literary nature 
hikes happen tomorrow and Wednesday — you may want to check the board and see if you 
can still sign up. 


*Does anyone else need to go to the Burlington Airport for a Wed. AM flight? Reetika 
Vazirani. 


Overheard at extremely high volume behind the Inn at 2:30 in Blessed AM: 
“But are you a revolutionary, baby? Are you revolutionary?” 
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The Life-Cycle of the Salad Bar Marinated Beef: An allegory? coming soon... 





If you want one of those workshop photos — purple order forms are in your packet. 


And if you want an audio or video tape of lectures and /or readings — check your 


mailbox. 


Scholars — contribute 3 pages double sided (6 pages) to the 2000 Scholar Packet. 
Drop off your submission to fellow scholar Josh Shenk by Tuesday morning so they can 
get the thing copied and bound for you. It makes a fine little souveneir and possible 
heirloom or big-money item on the Antiques Road Show circa 2080. 


*If you’d rather check out nature from the comfy confines of the indoors — Sue Morse 
will give a slide presentation relevant to her hikes (scheduled for the 23 and 24" — watch the 
Crumb for details) on Aug. 22" at 9:30 PM. We’d encourage you to check out the slide 
presentation if you are interested in S. Morse’s hikes. She will be leading a group 
into areas where wildlife and wildlife signs may be seen (not Treman or the Barn). The 
hike will leave from the Inn at 8:30 on August 23" and 24* and will return between 11-12, 
depending on trail conditions. She will emphasize the interpretation of natural history 
and provide ample opportunity for discussion. Participants are invited to have breakfast 
with Ms. Morse at 7:30 prior to the start of the hike. 


----------Sign-ups for Hikes are at the Front Desk — don’t bug Carol 


And Lastly... Here’s an odd little note dropped off in the Crumb Box: 
‘This place is over-run with babes, but it seems that they are all married. Why not have a party for 
singles?” — The Phantom Bachelor. 

Hmm... this sort of thing is not really my department. While it is true this place is 
full of beautiful women — remember that they are all smart women who love literature — so 
my advice? Write something fu%*ing brilliant. Simple as that. 

But, if there is interest — let me know and I will publish the tme and place of course 
— anything to support a brother in need. 
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/ Crumb and get it 


Tuesday, Aug. 22" 2000 
The part of Doctor Crumb with be played by a man with no real medical training 





All the news that’s fit to print: 
9AM - Lecture: Ed Hirsch “On Life! One Writing: The Middle Generation” 
- C. Merrill Hike departs 
10AM - Texas Falls van leaves - front of Inn 
10:10 — 12:10 - Fiction Workshops 
2:30 - Craft Classes: Fiction Catherine Bush — Barn 1, Amanda Davis - Barn 2, 
Robert Clark Young - Barn 3. Nonfiction: Kevin Oderman — Barn 4. 
Poetry: Joel Brouwer (news) Barn 5, Toi Derricotte — Barn 6, Linda 
Gregerson — Barn West. 
- Readings: Amanda Davis & Garrett Hongo 
- Book Signing/ Reception — lawn next to Larch 
- Reading: D.J. Waldie & M. Palmer 
- Morse nature hike slide show — Barn 1 
- First STAFF reading 


Comings and Goings: 
Guests arriving today: Zachary, Reichert, Pollack. Departing: Altshuler 


Kaffl Kaffl Craft!: Craft Classes that you may want to try to sign up for — all occurring 
Thursday Aug. 24 @ 2:30 PM: Fiction — Adria Bernardi — Barn 1, Eileen Pollack — Barn 
2, Josh Russell — Barn 3. Nonfiction - Garrett Hongo — Barn 4. Poetry: Richard Blanco — 
Barn 5, Michael Collier — Barn 6, Nick Flynn — Barn West. Check the sign-up boards and 
your packet materials for more details. However, contrary to the information provided in 
your packets — these craft classes are not all in Barn 1— though that sounds like fun to 
me. 


--There are still spaces available on the Merrill and Morse nature hikes — as well as 
Texas Falls — this is your chance to see some nature besides the grass on the way to the 
dining hall. 


**The world-famous Bread Loaf Singers will be giving their debut performance at the book 
signing/reception next to Larch today — a joyful noise will be heard by all. 


-> STAFF READING- the first 1⁄2 goes Tonight at 9:30PM. The social crew and staff 
throws down tonight — short bits of some solid talent. Remember — the staff was brought 
here for their writing talent — not their cheery disposition or monster charisma. Rapid-fire 
action. Reading tonight: Michael Honch, Gywenth Flack, Maria Hummell, Gary Hawkins, 
Hames Hoch, Jen Grotz, Brian Dempster, Sally Keith, Ian Pounds, Merrill Feitell, Hugh 
Coyle. The rest of us will be reading on Thurday at 10:15PM 





Michael Palmer — from “The Metaphysician of Prague: (Autobiography 11) in his 
collection The Promises of Glass 


The Metaphysician of Prague whom 
I will call Quod, short for Quodlibet. 


Do you remember do you recall 


Quod, his corpse at the lock? Quod as dust? 


Quod the Transparent? Quod the empty 
elegist? Quod in love? Quod in love 


with the sentence? Quod in love with an 
enormous breast, suspended, illu- 


minated, overhead? Quod the Per- 
plexed? Quod, his dream by the burning well? 





Garrett Hongo from “The Legend” in his collection The River of Heaven 


Tonight, I read about Descartes’ 

grand courage to doubt everything 

except his own miraculous existence 

and I feel so distinct 

from the wounded man lying of the concrete 
I am ashamed 


Let the night sky cover him as he dies. 
Let the weaver girl cross the bridge of heaven 
and take up his cold hands. 





***check out the Blue Parlor reading lists folks — spots are filling up. Support your fellow 
loafers. 


Overheard at Dinner: “The Conversations at the end of dinner tend to get quite scatalogical. 
get q 


I think it has something to do with desert.” x A 
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**Just give us a minute — we are working on it: the list of poems from the Anniversary 
Reading is being researched and compiled — stay tuned to the Crumb for details. 


**A bit of nostalgia — there are photo albums available in the library of the conference — 
years 1870-1943 complete with photos and documents if you want to peruse. 


Amanda Davis — from “Faith or Tips for the Successful Young Lady” in her collection 
Circling the Drain. 


We are outside in the early fall day. School began three weeks ago and I am carefully 
watching the crowd file by. 

The fat girls says, Faith, don’t get your hopes up. Sweetie, that is never going to work out. 
She’s talking about Tony Giobambera who has dark curly hair all over his body and smiles 
with his mouth but not with his eyes; who walks slowly, like a man with a secret. 

I say, You never know. 


She says, Actually, I do know. Then she sucks of a big piece of chocolate. 


D. J. Waldie — from Holy Land 
80 


My house is largely a void. 
The emptiness is not just in the span of the rooms or in the 
attic and foundation spaces. All the walls are hollow, too. 
Houses in Southern California are built as sketchily as 
possible, while still able to shed rain. Walls are a thin, 
cement skin over absence. 
Roofs are important her, but only when it rains. The rest 
is for modesty. 


82 


The houses on my block have been painted so often that 
the grains of sand in the surface of the stucco have begun 


to disappear. 


aie Lcle-cycle of fhe leo 
Marne Å Geef ~k b pact 
Abe 


oO O10 
EI Frenchie i, He Kaden 
o Py 
—> 





S\N Ce 


The big little Short Short Vermont Cheddar Story Contest Winner: 





Colin A. Browning: Tarzan’s Last Thanksgiving 


His Ford Explorer swung into our driveway. Dressed? Thong. His muscles reflected 
autumn’s glow. 

First, fruit juice, and Vermont Cheddar, then no bird, no dead animals, instead he gobbled 
my vegetable curry. 

Before I could stop him, Tarzan ate a spoonfull of hot chutney. Face scarlet, sweat on brow 
Tarzan screamed, Ohooo. ..Ohoooo. ..OhoooooOhoo. He leapt to the chandelier. Animals came 
to his call: dogs, cats, mice, rats, hamsters, sparrows, and trail of black ants. 


-I will be publishing runners-up the next few days — thanks to all who participated. 


*More from the single scene: A few notes dropped off for doctor Crumb in response to 
the Phantom Bachelor. 

“Where are the single men? There are many single women in their early 20's!” 
And this gem: 

‘Why in the laundry room? Found on a shelf: two paper bags crammed with condoms 
(as in scores of condoms). We knew that somewhere if we looked hard enough, we’d find 
the evidence of the real Bed Loaf. We did not inspect the wrappers for details- lubed or 
unlubed — but wanted to pass along news of this find to those having more, um, fun than we 
are.” (By the way, both of these notes were written by women) 
--Just for the record — last year the condoms were flavored — I’m talking stuff like “cola” and 
such — but I think it is clear that no more needs to be said on this subject. 
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La Crumbe de la Crumbe 


Wednesday, August 23 
All hopped up on goofballs and the sun is shining. 
The Creme of the Crop: 
8:30AM — Sue Morse Hike departs — front of Inn 
9AM - Lecture: Barry Lopez: “Writing with Authority” 
- Merrill Hike departs — front of Inn 
10:10 - Poetry and Nonfiction workshops 
- Elissa Schapell on Tzn House - Theater 
11:15 - Texas Falls outing departs — front of Inn 
2:30 Craft Classes: Fiction: David Huddle — Barn 1, Randall Kenan — Barn 2, Susan 
Shreve — Barn 3. Nonfiction: Don Mitchell — Barn 4. Poetry: 
Barbara Ras — Barn 6, Joel Brouwer — Barn 5 
4:15 - Reading: S. Brownrigg & J. Parini 
5:30 -Andrew Krivak on Doubletake — Barn 1 & Jim Reichert on Book Proposals — Barn 2 
8:15 - Reading: O. Kalytiak Davis & David Huddle 
9:30 - Coffee Reception — Barn 
10:15 - Waiter Reading — 2™ half. 





**You probably don’t want to think about this right now, but: Important departure 
information from the Front Desk: All people departing by plane need to confirm 
flight times with the front desk by noon Wednesday.: Following confirmations we will 
post taxi times and collect taxi fees. 


--> Waiter Reading Alert: The second half of that rambunctious little group goes tonight 
at 10:15 in the The Little Theater. Maybe it’s just me, but this is the smallest, most 
diminutive group of people I’ve ever seen. It’s like being waited on by a pack of squirrels. 


---and speaking of waiters... It’s time to turn the tables (ho ho ho) — Faculty, fellows, and 
staff who want to be waiters @ Thursday lunch (it’s an old tradition — and generally 
laughable when Ed Hirsch drops hot soup on your crotch — ha! Now that’s comedy!) sign 
up in the dining room. Show up at 12:00 on Thursday — and they'll feed you first. Charles 
Baxter says to remember the lesson of the board game “Careers” — what you want isn’t what 
you get. (note to self... do not sit in Baxter’s section.) 


----A lecture description for Peter Turchi has now been made available (his lecture in 
Sat. Aug 26" at 9AM in the Little Theater): 

The Writer as Cartographer — An exploration of mapmaking as a metaphor for what we do, 
with consideration of oral and mental maps; blank space, and the desire to fill it; the writer as 
(un)reliable guide; Kate Chopin’s “The Storm,” Robert Coover’s “The Babysitter” Alain 
Robbe-Grillet’s “The Secret Room,” and a few haiku; conventions of orientation; the quest 
for accuracy; and the virtues of inaccuracy. (Familiarity with the aforementioned stories is 
not a prerequisite.) 


*Going to Burlington Airport on Saturday morning? Want to share a cab? Joel Brouwer. 





*The Blue Room is hot — Tues. night a packed house took in some solid stuff — check out 
the Blue Parlor Readings — a new tradition here at Bread Loaf (it can happen). 
Reading at 5:30 — Eve Munro (hello there you dear thing!), Deborah Greenhut, Sarah 
Hannah, Dian Kirsten-Martin, Kathryn Schwille, Joy Acey, Lori Smiter, Rebecca Boyd, 
Phyliss Berman, Shadab Hashmi, Karl Adams 

Reading at 10:30PM — Matt Kasper, Ellia Vierling, Jon Roth, Gene Hayworth, George 
Smith, Amy Eisner, Carolyn Souther. 

---Support your fellow loafers folks — these readings are open to all (the open- mic 
equivalent) — so check out the board, sign-up, or just mosey in and groove. 


$$$- after some exhaustive research — we’ve come up with the list of the poems read 
during the anniversary reading: 

*Paul Mariant’s reading: 1. W. C. Williams — from Paterson 3: “The descent 
beckons” 2. John Ciardi — passage from Dante’s Inferno — Canto XXIV Circle 8 lin 97 — 
end. 3. Robert Hayden: “Those Winter Sundays”. 4. John Berryman — “Dream Song 29” 5. 
Howard Nemerov — “the Faith” 6. Robert Pack — “After Returning from Camden Harbor” 
7. Linda Pastan “Somehting About the Trees” 8. Bill Matthews — “Mingus at the 
Showplace” & “A Night at the Opera” 9. Paul Mariani — “Fear”. 

*Michael Collier: 1. R. Frost — “The Most of It” W.H. Auden — “As I Walked Out 
One Evening” May Swenson — “Goodbye, Goldeneye” Willaim Maxwell — “What He Was 
Like” 

*Nancy Willard — Raymond Carver — “The Errand” 


peaerbeth 
---Comings and Goings — Arriving on the Mountain today: Kirvak, Beodeer, Wadewerth, Abete, 
Sheiekmaan, Baker, Roy, Zaebary. Leaving: McCrae, Gluck, & Merrill. Dein 
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Lazy, no good slackers — don’t make me come over there. Word has it that this might be 
the laziest non-nature loving conference in recent history — there is still room on the 
Merrill and Morse Hikes — literary and naturalist respectively. These hikes have been 
around a while and are always popular and recommended. Check by the front desk for 
details — check the above schedule for departure times (you will have to really move to make 
it this morning obviously — if you are at lunch now reading this — you should be ashamed of 
yourself. Wasting the day away lollygagging in bed. 


She’s got a set of pipes — A note from Annette L. Murrell who treated us all to a superb 
vocal display at the book signing party yesterday afternoon: Thank you for your warm 
reception to my singing. Your love and warmth moved me greatly. Many of you have asked 
how youcan purchase my CD “My Shining Hour” which, as of yet, doesn’t have national 
distribution. You can obtain a copy by writing a check to me for $17.00 (that includes 
postage) and including your mailing address, and leave in my mailbox. I promise to mail 
CD’s by Sept. 1“. Any questions or if you wanted to order perhaps later — email me: 
alm@calvin.nebrwesleyan.edu. Thanks for your interest and support. 


** order forms for video and audio tapes should be in your box today — so check. 


**On Thursday you will be able to pick up your complimentary Anniversary edition 
“Broadside” in the Blue Parlor. They should be there by noon — arranged alphabetically 














by your name and address. You can take them home right away — or mail them for about 
$1.50 in postage (buy stamps at the front desk). 


David Huddle — from The Story of a Million Years 


Suffice it to say that A.B.C. and I became friends against my will. I never did like 
him, and I don’t like him now, but we’re friends, close friends. The average person can’t 
understand that. The explanation for our friendship lies in the vicinity of Marcy. I married 
her best friend. I figured Uta was as close to Marcy as I was ever going to get. 


Sylvia Brownrigg — from “Amazon” in Ten Women Who Shook The World 


Actually, it wasn’t that hard. When they see it people say, Gosh, that must have 
taken her forever. I want to tell them — Really, it was easier than it looks. Especially with 
my assistant helping. She’s invaluable. I couldn’t have done it without her. 

The pyramids themselves went up in about three days. And that was with coffee 
breaks, siestas, time to talk on the phone — everything. I just don’t believe in this workaholic 
business, you know, twenty-hour workdays and all that. It’s inhuman. And it’s not as 
though it’s necessary to get things done. I told my assistant — Martha — I told Martha, 
‘When you get tired, now, you just take a little break. 





Olena Kalytiak Davis — “Quain” 


having hoisted my stay sail here I linger 

in this my well my heavily an notated 

sick ness having stay ed staid staying here I 
so journ in this wind blown chat eau this full 
blown season here I carefully craft 

my moon hump am told am un am folded by 
the bitter berried winter nauseated 

by noon and enervated by eve 

whether by fort night or by twelve month 

o season o chateau dish abille after 

hours and dis habille after noon here here 

I wait I wait and most ly here I slow ly 
winter smoke able thick as a snow cloud 
dawn sick and sick to death of dusk 
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1“ Runner — Up: The short short Vermont Cheddar story contest: 


Vermont Shitter — by David Regenspan 


“Vermont shitter,” said the bartender. 
I almost looked up from my beer. Then he dropped some white stuff by my glass. 


“Vermont cheddar,” he must have actually said. 


“Thanks, Pete.” 
Come to think, no Pete, not any of the cowboys here, knew where I was from, other 


than “back East.” 
The cheddar sat there, sad as guano dropped from the last bird in the world. 


“Tm going home,” I said, maybe out loud. 
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actually. Behind he dorm 
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Crumb-Daddyo 


Thursday, Aug. 24 2000 





-Lecture — L. Gregerson: “Ben Jonson and the Loathed Word” 

-Morse Hike departs from Inn 

-Fiction Workshops 

-Craft Classes: Fiction: Adria Bernardi — Barn 1, Eileen Pollack — Barn 2, Josh 
Russell — Barn 3. Nonfiction: Garrett Hongo — Barn 4. Poetry: 
Richard Blanco — Barn 5, Michael Collier — Barn 6, Nick Flynn — Barn West. 


4:15 -Reading: Edward Hirsch & Heidi Julavits. 
5:30  -W. Wadworth on American Academy of Poets — Barn 1 
-A. Brodeur on Zoetrope — Barn 2 
8:15 -Vermont Symphony Trio — Little Theater (See note below) 
9:30 -Coffee Reception 
10:15 -2™ half — STAFF READING 


*Beware the wrath of the little people — it appears our waiters have it out for Doc Crumb. I 
fear I may wake up one morning like Gulliver. Their tiny little bony fists raining on my 
melon like hailstones. Like being jumped by a gang of prairie dogs. Yeah, I know; there is 
the sprawling British bloke and a few others, but Larch is looking like a rabbit warren. 


..Speaking of Short Stuff — The Second Staff Reading is going down tonight at 10:15 in 
the Little Theater. The doctor gets his time in the spotlight! Sigh. If you heard the first 
staff reading you know that we, like our waiters, know how to deliver good things in small 
packages. It will be particularly short tonight as there are only a few of us reading: Chris 
Shaw, Jenn Brown, Matt Bondurant, Michelle Demers, Vic Polk-Lotito, Andy Jen, 
Ernie McLeod — and like an earnest schoolboy - we’ll all be done in less than four minutes. 


FREE STUFF - Pick up your Broadsides today in the Blue Parlor — and just take your 
own of course. They should be alphabetical order. If you want to mail them — you will need 
about $1.50 in postage, which you can get at the front desk. This “broadside” is a special 
limited edition copy of the Robert Frost poem “Hyln Brook” — A 13” Anniversary Edition 
souvenir. It’s a beautiful piece, very suitable for framing. 


Arriving on the Mountain: Abate, Baker, Dickerman, Lowenthal, Meridith, 
Sheinkman. Leaving: Harmsworth, Mohyde, Morse, Roy. 


Finally, some music! Normally the only sound you hear around his is somebody or other 
flapping their gums but tonight we have a special treat — the Vermont Symphony Trio. 
They will be performing a set including pieces by Quantz, Corelli, Rimsky-Korsakov & 
featuring Bach’s Brandenburg Concerto No. 2and Divertimento by Haydn. 


Overheard at Cocktail Hour: “Hold on, let me get another bloody mary, then we'll get 
back to God.” 





--Make sure you mention what a fine job the Crumb Editor did, how he made you laugh, 
cry, and satisfied your every need and whim. The evaluations that you get in your box 
can be dropped off in the on-campus mailbox at the front desk. Or you can mail it 
later on. 


--Stil more Craft Classes: If you are still feeling undercrafted or craftless you may want 
to see if you can sign up for the following classes happening Saturday, Aug. 26" at 
2:30PM: Fiction: Victor LaValle — “Cutting off Your Head” Barn 1. Tom Paine — “The Car 
Mechanic’s Guide to Plot and Sex” Barn 2. Poetry: David Baker — “Rhythm, Meter and the 
Line” Barn 4. Nonfiction: David Bain — Barn 5. 


--If your like me and you’ve strained every muscle in your body trying to relive some pathetic 
lost prayer of youthful athletic glory, Massages are available this Friday from certified 
massage therapist Charlotte Kerr from 8:30-11:30. A sign-up sheet is on the clinic door., 


--If you missed him - Andrew Krivak will be rescheduled for today, 5:30 in Barn West. 


-- How to sell it, baby: James Reichert will give a second talk on Book Proposals on 
Thursday afternoon at 5:30, Barn 3. 


--Let the chaos ensue: A reminder to Faculty, Fellows and staff who have signed up to be 
“stunt waiters” on Thursday — please come to the dining room at noon (or immediately 
following your workshop). 


--Blue Parlor Notes — A full slate of the blue stuff today — first at 5:30: Cuban Themes 
plus various others. Readers slated include: Leslie Blanco, Richard Blanco, Olga, Anne 
Batterson, Claire Curtin, Mike Puican, Lou Manoler, Tim Skeen, N.C. Hunter, & Nils 
Johnson. 

A special Short Short Fiction reading (3 pages or less) about 6 minutes per person will 
be happening in the ‘lor tonight at 10PM: Nathan Long, Inderject Mani, F.E. Robinson, 
Matthew Cheney, Heather M., Karl Adams, Brad Conlin, Naomi Leimsider, Ellia Vierling, & 
Tenea D. Johnson. 

Some light refreshments will be available — and as usual feel free to BYOB. 
Happy Birthday to Candice Wilson & Brian Duren! 


A Note from Carol Knauss: 


Sear Friends at Bread Loaf, 
Ht not possible to thank you properly for your good wishes at this, my last 
Carol K 








Overheard on the Inn porch: “These New York editors remind me of Ninjas: dangerous and 
dressed in black.” 


-Audio tape versions of William Maxwell’s reading from August 1995 is available in the 
library — however at this point you will need your own listening device. We are working on 


Edward Hirsch — from “Earthly Light” 


That February day I looked directly 
into a wintry, invisible world 
and that was when I turned away 


from the God or gods I had wanted 
so long and so much to believe in. 
That was when I hurried down the stairs 


into a street already crowded with people. 
Because this world, too, needs our unmixed 
attention, because it is not heaven 


but earth that needs us, because 
it is only earth — limited, sensuous 
earth that is so fleeting, so real. 





Heidi Julavits - from The Daddy Clock — the audio book version, which Amazon.com in a 
curious bit of bureaucratic buffoonery seems to think Heidi co-authored with Judy Markey. 
It is more likely that Heidi will read something that she actually did write, like her novel The 
Mineral Palace, but this excerpt is too good to pass up: 


I’m telling you, they were amazing tits. 
And there I was, ravenously devouring them at the precise moment my mother showed up. 
Granted, they were only fantasy tits, attached to the fantasy female starring in my dream. But when 


Sophie started shaking my shoulder and whispered, “Chuckie. Papa wants to see us now,” I was one 
unhappy guy about leaving them. 





2™ Runner Up in the Short Short Vermont Cheddar Story Contest: 

S. Thomson — untitled 

Her work features precise and delicate oils that seem more real than realism. At a residency where 
she went to b, read, loaf, and work, she turned in four oil triptychs. One work caught the eye of a 
printer who made it a famous postcard. The original image of the Ben and Jerry’s ice cream cartons 
and three flavors — Maple Syruptitious, Vermont Che’ddar Guevara, and Cow Mud Pie — now hangs 
in the Whitney. 











Um, and now everyone’s favorite cartoon: Loaf Kitten! Starring in: Dreamsong 79 
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The Crumb 


Minimalist Issue 


Friday, August 25 


Today: 
9am. -Bakeless Readings — J. Essbaum, A. Bernardi, K. Oderman 


10:10 -Poetry and Nonfiction Workshops 
12:30 -MFA Discussion — Warren Wilson w/ Peter Turchi — Blue Parlor (see below) 
1:45 -“Keeping Your Book Aloft” — talk by S. Thomson — Barn (see below) 
2:30 -M. Lowenthal on Gay/Lesbian Publishing — Barn 1 
-R. Harteis and R. Abate on Internet Publishing — Barn 2 
4:15  -Reading: R. Young and R. Kenan 
5:30 -Gala Reception — Treman Lawn 
8:15  -Reading: V. LaValle and D. St. John 


** Arriving / Arrived: Michael Lowenthal, William Meredith, Richard Abate, 
Richard Harteis, Adrienne Brodeur 
**Leaving today: Andrew Krivak, Eileen Pollack, James Reichert 


Keep your book aloft: Publication is a miracle but how do you find reader for your 
book? When your publicist forgets your book what can you do? This is an informal 
insider’s talk on the booking, reading, and interview realities of the bookstore and radio 
worlds. Sedge Thomson, a frequent guest host on “Fresh Air” and stage and 
radio interviewer for “West Coast Live” on public radio reveals the guerilla secrets 
to being heard via these effective media. All Welcome. In the Barn, Today @ 1:45. 


--Lecture: Peter Turchi - The Writer as Cartographer (Sat. Aug 26" at 9AM in the Little 
Theater): An exploration of mapmaking as a metaphor for what we do, with consideration 
of oral and mental maps; blank space, and the desire to fill it; the writer as (un)reliable guide; 
Kate Chopin’s “The Storm,” Robert Coover’s “The Babysitter” Alain Robbe-Gnillet’s “The 
Secret Room,” and a few haiku; conventions of orientation; the quest for accuracy; and the 
virtues of inaccuracy. (Familiarity with the aforementioned stories is not a prerequisite.) 


--Also remember that Peter Turchi will be hosting a discussion on MFA’s and the 
Warren Wilson low- residency program today at 12:30 in the Blue Parlor. 


-The Gala event will be in the Treman lawn at 5:30pm. We’ll have cocktails, and if the hay 
is dry — we will ride! Hayrides, that is. Weather reports look good. 


- Watercolors of the Loaf will be on display in the Inn lobby. To purchase one contact 
David Philipps (who’s cartoons have been featured here in the Crumb). 





News from the Boosktore: a 20% off sale will now begin. Pull out those credit cards, 
load up those suitcases. The Bookstore has also received a new supply of the Summer 
2000 issue of New England Review. 


Don’t get stranded: Please confirm your taxi time and leave your taxi payment at 
the front desk by 1 p.m. Friday. 


Please leave tips for Housekeeping (those nice people who have plied you with clean 
towels, bathrooms and sheets) at the front desk with the building and room number 

attached. And Tips for those hardworking waiters — it’s not an easy job and this kind 
of young talent needs all the support it can get. Show your appreciation for their service. 


Craft Classes. No, there aren’t any today. But make sure you’ve signed up for one 
on Saturday. Fiction: V. LaValle and T. Paine. Poetry: D. Baker. Non-fiction: D. Bain. 
Check the board for open spots and details. : 


Calling all easy riders. Jilla Smith (box # 2354) is looking for a ride or a shared cab on 
Saturday @12:30 p.m. 


*William Maxwell audio tape update: a cassette player will be available today after 2pm in 
the library if you would like to listen to these tapes. 


*If you requested the Ed Hirsch lecture on hard copy, look for it in your mailboxes. If 
you requested one and don’t have one in your mailbox, stop by the office. 


Adria Bernardi — from The Day Laid on the Altar 


At dusk, he crosses the threshing floor. The soles of his wooden shoes hit against 
the stones. The stones fit closely, embedded in the ground, squared blocks pressed 
tightly, one against the other such that no weed can grow between them. The threshing 
floor is Appennine sandstone, slate-grey, and not easily splintered. 

When he exhales, his breath is visible in the faltering light. Below, to his left, in 
the valley, a bell pounds five times, a hollow knocking toll. He pauses and looks. In 
Ardonla, minute lights begin to flicker; the river has alreatly disappeared in the dark. The 
mountain peak and ridges are looming hunchbacked beasts. 


Kevin Oderman — from “Fool’s Journey” in How Things Fit Together 


We make idiot journeys, or set out anyway with a goal we can’t forget is mere 
pretense. Then we try to make something of them, a story perhaps, and fail. And given a 
stubborn nature, we try again, and fail, and again; and maybe then the failure, still a 
failure, begins to be of some interest. I sometimes think, and despair, that such stories are 
most interesting just when they fail completely to give an account of the journey; and I 
wonder why journeys are necessary at all, but they are. 





More Goodness... 





Victor LaValle — from “Ancient History” 


Horse’s girl was a socialist and not too pretty. They had had a kid. She was taking 
all his time. Me and him hardly knew each other anymore. We were months out of high 
school. 

She learned to avoid us — when she visited we gave Horse hell and her silence. It 
was purely a mistake when she pulled up to Horse’s crib and we were on the stoop. She 
had their baby wrapped tight in a gray blanket, saying good-bye to some friend who was 
driving; she was smiling, but when she turned her face fell. 

Melissa watched the four of us: Horse, Asia, Mel and me. Except for Horse, we 
began laughing. I did, then Asia and Mel followed. This had become so regular it was a 
kind of greeting. Horse walked to her and his arm went out like a kid grabbing the side of 
the pool to get steadied. He dipped his head to see his son. Asia went inside to use the 
phone. — I thought you were going to be alone, she tried to whisper. 


David St. John — “From the lake” from Nocturnes & Aubades 


In those days you were still in love 

With Dante, & Dante, I think, was almost in love 

With you. You’d drive him to your parents’ place 

Up at the lake, & after you’d fuck him stupid 

You'd leave him asleep in your girlhood bed, walk 
Downstairs & out onto the veranda, sitting naked 

In the moonlight in one of the old Adirondack chairs, 

The wild cat from the woods suddenly arriving 

To curl on your warm stomach, & you’d pick up 

The phone, & call me, leaving me a message, a message 
So desperate that every time, as you were speaking, I could 
Barely keep myself from lifting the receiver 

From its cold cradle, though even if I had I suppose 

You’d have simply continued to speak on to no one. That is, 
To me alone, always me, alone. 


Draw Your Own Loaf Kitty Cartoon Here (submit it to the Crumb and Ill publish 
it!): 





Vermont Cheddar Short Short Story Contest Honorable Mention: 








Nathan Long — Pit Stop 


Cheddar McKeez had left his wallet in a restaurant, again. Only, which one? Having 
traveled on pocket cash, he now stood broke, wallet-less, and embarrassed at an Indianapolis 
Texaco. 

His sister had nick-named him years ago because (she’d smirked), ““You’re so sharp.” 
Good-natured, Cheddar had accepted the name. 

He was heading across American, “to camp,” as he’d said, “in the Green Mountains of 
Maine.” 

His sister had smiled. “They’re in Vermont, Cheddar.” 

And now this. 


Breakfast Free-Writing Space: 
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RED HAVE TROUBLE woene 
TEGETHER. HE's METAFICTION AND 
Sf€'s Magic REALism. 





Hard Boiled Crumb 


Saturday, Aug. 26" A dark and stormy night 
A man sits in his unlit office, shades drawn, bottle in hand — he’s: Doc Crumb — Private Eye. There’s a cat out 
there that needs my help. I’ve never lost a man yet, and I ain’t about to fold up like a card table over 
a missing fuzzball. This is my story. 

The Skinny: 
9AM — Lecture:Peter Turchi “The Writer as Cartographer” @ Little Theater 
10:10 - Fiction Workshops 

- D. Baker on the Kenyon Review in Barn 1 

- Poetry Reading: William Meredith & Richard Harteis — Little Theater 
2:30PM  - Craft Classes: Fiction: Victor LaValle — Barn 1, Tom Paine — Barn 2. 

Poetry: David Baker — Barn 4. Nonfiction: David Bain — Barn 5 

4:15 - Reading: Barbara Ras & Peter Turchi 
8:15 - Reading: Nick Flynn and Charles Baxter (bookstore will be open briefly following) 
9:30 - Slide Show Retrospect (see below) & Dance @ the Barn 


--Pick up your Broadsides if you want them — we will not send them to you if you don’t 
(Blue Parlor). This is a limited edition collector’s item! A one of a kind deal. 


- Anyone headed toward Richmond, VA or Chapel Hill, NC — and would like to share a 
tide, have car, need driver/companion. Please see the back office for details. 


--We have documentation of your whereabouts and activities: Don’t miss the slide show 
tonight — just before the dance at 9:30 in the Barn. This is a retrospective of the last 
two weeks — so you just might see yourself up on the big screen! 


--This tape will not self-destruct in ten seconds - The Barry Lopez lecture and reading is 
now also available on audio tape as well as video tape. 


--Curses! A secret Agent. - If you are interested in meeting with Richard Abate, a literary 
agent at ICM, he has several appointments still available for tomorrow. There is a 
sign-up sheet outside the back office. Slots will be filled on a first-come first-serve basis. 


*Aha! — my next big case! Lost! Canvas “AFI 200 Alumni” tote bag. Please return to any member 
of the waitstaff. 


*We will find you. You'll never get away with it: Please turn in your Library books. 


When the cartoon strip arrived I knew it would be trouble. Like that dame at the first dance, she 
was wearing a blue dress and she had a story. I work alone, I said. I know, the dame said, that’s why 
I need you. I have to find a certain kitty, can you help me? I never could resist a dame that could 
write. All I know ts it is Friday night, and the strip is missing. Where is Loaf Kitty? The front desk 
hasn’t a clue, and the office staff isn’t singing a note. Where to begin? I combed Johnson’s Pond and 
came up with nada. The Barn was a dead end. But the loose ends started to congeal. Amanda 
Davis, last year’s Crumb editor, was a red herring, and I found out David Huddle never even owned 
a powerboat. Somebody was twisting my chain. Something wasn’t right, and I was determined to 
get to the bottom of it. (to be continued...) 





Charles Baxter — from The Feast of Love 


Cupping my hand around the mouthpiece, I asked him if he had hurt anyone, if he had hurt 
himself, and he said no, but he was thinking about it, he planned every single minute in 
advance, he planned monstrous personal calamities, he needed help, he would ask for help, 
but first he had to have money now, the very minute, wy money, superhuman quantities of it. 
Don’t make me your sacrifical lamp, he said, then corrected himself, sacrificial lamb, don’t 
you do that now, not again. I said, against my better judgement, that I would see what I 
could do, I would send him what I had. He seemed briefly calm. He breathed in and out. 
He pleasantly wished me good night, as if at the conclusion of an effective performance. 

To have a son or daughter like this is to have a portion of the spirit shrivel and die, 
never to recover. You witness the lost soul of your child floating out into the ethers of 
eternity. Ethics is a dream, and tenderness a daytime phantasm, lost when night comes. 
Esther and I, eyes open, held each other until dawn broke. My darling wept in my arms, our 
hearts in ruin. We live in a large city, populated only by ourselves. 

Kafka: A false alarm on the night bell once answered — it cannot be made good, not ever. 


Barbara Ras — from “You Can’t Have It All” 


But you can have the fig tree and its fat leaves like clown hands 
gloved with green. you can have the touch of a single eleven-year-old finger 
on your cheek, waking you at one a.m. to say the bamster is back. 
You can have the purr of the cat and the soulful look 

of the black dog, the look that says, If I could I would bite 

every sorrow until it fled, and when it is August, 

you can have it August and abundantly so. you can have love, 
though often it will be mysterious, like the white foam 

that bublles up at the top of the bean pot over the red kidneys 

until you realize foam’s twin is blood. 

You can have the skin at the center between a man’s legs, 

so solid, so doll-like. You can have the life of the mind, 

glowing occasionally in priestly vestments, never admitting pettiness, 
never stooping to bribe the sullen guard who'll tell you 

all roads narrow at the border. 

You can speak a foreign language, sometimes, 


Peter Turchi 


Alana had the mother’s disease: she was proud. Miller was coordinated, the first on e 
on his team to learn to dribble in rugrat soccer, he could read the goofy little books she got 
him at the library, he could draw, he could count by twos and fives. She knew none of it 
would matter to Richard and Carol. Fran would be there, the golden girl, with Oliver, her 
husband, the cell phone engineer, and ten-year-old Dalton. Prince Dalton, their mother 
called him, Dalton the child genius, Dalton the model rocket builder, Dalton the chess 
master, Dalton who had a French tutor, Dalton the fencer. Fran actually had him taking 
fencing lessons from a seventy-year-old Eastern European; the last Christmas picture 
featured Boy Wonder in his white beekeeper’s outfit, foil extended, helmet off so they could 
all admire Fran and Ollie’s splash in the gene pool. 








Doc Crumb: Private Eye — cont. 

The problem was this dame, a fiction writer from Connecticut, she had me all twisted in 
knots. I was losing my cool. I needed a break, a clue, something to help me crack the case. The 
Gala Event Cocktail party seemed like good place to start. I had a few cocktails and started grilling the 
suspects. Collier was still stunned by his abduction and dunking in Pleiad Lake. I put him through 
the wringer but got no sale. Ed Hirsch posed a picture with me but he wasn’t giving up the goods. 
Baxter just wanted to quote old hard-boiled detective lines. The hayride was a fool’s paradise. 
Something had to happen, and fast, if I was going to crack this thing. (to be continued...) 


A note ftom Martha Clark — for her mother, Carol Knauss. 





Twenty-five years ago my mother answered an ad in the local paper for a job. at the time she was 
working in South Burlington and this job would be only eight miles away. At first it was part-time but 
soon grew to be full-time. After being hired she found herself working on putting together a writer’s 
conference with Sandy Martin (the assistant director at that time). Once the conference was over she 
moved to work in another department at Middlebury College. It was like this for two or three years 
until the conference began to be more than a dinky summer thing that the college put on once a year. 
Suddenly she was working full-time for Bread Loaf and it grew from there. And it has continued to 
grow ever since. 

I was five years old when she was hired and I really did not like the fact that my mother was not able 
to spend my birthday with me nor did I appreciate the fact that we could not go on summer vacation 
as many of my peers did. I hated Bread Loaf at firs because it took her away from me. I did not 
come up to visit in those first few years as I was very young and would not understand what was 
going on. I still don’t. After a few years I was allowed to come up and my mother and I spent most 
of my birthday together. I soon began to realize just how special and wonderful Bread Loaf really is. 
I soon came to visit and spend a few days doing odd jobs in the office as she tried to keep me 
occupied. My first real conference was when I was 16 and held the most important role of parking 
attendant. That year the college had renovated the campus (new wiring, new sewer, etc...) and the 
powers that be did not want attendees to park their cars on the new grass that was growing so I was 
in charge of making sure that everyone knew where to park. It was job I took very seriously as I sat 
reading my book outside the laundry room waiting for cars to pull in. I stayed for the whole time 
and was amazed at how my mother handled every problem that arose with ease. 

In watching her I learned what the saying “cool under fire” meant. She still is calm, cool, and 
collected regardless of the situation. 

It has been said of her that she is a great lady. She would be the first to poo-poo that idea but I 
believe that she is. A lady is someone who always seems to know what to say, who is polite, the soul 
of discretion, helpful, sympathetic, caring, compassionate, practical, who knows how to act, how to 
make others comfortable. In the last quarter-of-a-century she has demonstrated to me just how one 
goes about being a lady. It is an example that I will continue to try to live up to. As for her being 
“great” that goes without saying. She has been a friend, a shoulder to cry on, a calm presence ina 
stormy sea, a counselor, the friendly, human voice on the other end of the phone, the kind rejection 
letter writer, one who encourages, and one who tries to seem the humor in life. To her it has been a 
job, one she has done very well. But then twenty-five years ago she answered an ad for a job in the 
local paper. oe; 


Overheard at Dinner: “Isn’t Red Snapper supposed to be red?” 


Overheard in the field: “All these flying bugs look like little B-52’s.” 
“That’s good. You can use that.” 








Nick Flynn - “Lake Pleiad” 


The heart drones out it outness, the distance from shore 
may or may not be name God. Tannic 

hand, cut stem 

of ankle, head unblossomed, I can’t 

get lost enough. Only breath then, 

impossible to tell 

how far or bottom or if. Each finger carries 
the sky down, lamps 

into green, a lake of stars, & the body becomes 
pure past, briefly held. 

This under, this light shattered, this wide-eyed 
go ahead, stare long, & still 

just that, the never-was 

spread unreachably there. The missing 

will never be found. 

I didn’t stop because no one stopped. 


Doc Crumb — Private Detective, cont. 





How it all finally come together? It’s hard to say. Like I said, I was losing my edge. It was 
the dame. She had a novel project that captured this detective’s heart. She had a plot that wouldn’t 
quit. The manuscript held the secret the Kitty’s whereabouts. What can I say? Pm a sucker for plot. 

All I know is I produced the cat, complete and unhurt. Somebody must of really wanted this 
Loaf Kitty character, and wanted him alive. He was on the lam and wanted for plagiarism, but I got 
the boys at the precinct in Ripton to bust it down to jaywalking. The conference would go on, this 
year and the next, and I would go on doing my job. Sure, Pve made some mistakes, and I’ve paid the 
price for them. I’m back in my office, alone, it’s midnight and the bonfire glows over the horizon. 
People are celebrating the end of another legendary conference at Bread Loaf. 

Me? I suppose [ll be here, a glass of bourbon, the Vermont stars blinking through the 
window, the sounds of the country echoing off the mountains, just a simple gumshoe, waiting for 
that dame in the blue dress to show up again. 


Loaf Kitty waited “Listen,” she said. “Vm 


for `The Man" te Fi nab 1 he heard footsteps. not sure what oe 
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Siko wants llier 
Devon,” said Ja 

ini, whe 
Res. fe 
trade. hi captivity 
for Me promise 
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the at. p 
him Collies an 
we can att ZA 
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Arttonya Nelson was in 

ae i Ran nobody's gil, 

she said, “bet h be 

He tossed and tuened. r 
he dreamed oF 


She 5 oKe from Ae 


€ coy 
st when he head 
he Knew he had 
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cee. her B 
her Voice 
no choice bst 


SS not talki abet 
Michacl Collier “she 
soid. “Fm talking abest 

a greater Pawel, 


the frre heart ar soul 
of this conference..." 
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iy not sing to help yovr career- You're 
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And if was over. Loaf 
kitty WAS alone. 
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LoaF Kitty Sent Devon Away 
And Took A Little vaP He 
Hap A cRazy DAM C te 


Vag A Ulta ou 
ING TOUR Re 


And when he awoke 
exactly who she mean 
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in any good ery, he had 
tenc ed by his 
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better cat cause of i Į 





